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* Who, Harold ?' I asked j but he never spoke.

By the cry of the bittern harsh,
And the bullfrog's dull discordant croak,

I guessed that we neared the marsh;
And the moonbeam flashed on watery sedge

As it broke from a strip of cloud,
Ragged and jagged about the edge,

And shaped like a dead man's shroud.
And flagged and faltered our gallant steed

'Neath the weight of his double burden,
As we splashed through water, and crashed through
reed;

Then the soil began to harden,
And again we gained, or we seemed to gain,

With our foe in the deep morass;
But those fleet hoofs thundered, and gained again,

When they trampled the firmer grass.
And I cried, and Harold again looked back,

And bade me fasten mine eyes on
The forest, that loomed like a patch of black

Standing out from the faint horizon.

' Courage, sweetheart I we are saved,' he said 5

* With the moorland our danger ends,
And close to the borders of yonder glade

They tarry, our trusty friends.'
Where the mossy uplands rise and dip

On the edge of the leafy dell,
With a lurch, like the lurch of a sinking ships

The black horse toppled and fell.
Unharmed we lit on the velvet sward,

And even as I lit I lay,
But Harold uprose, unsheathed his sword,

And tossed his scabbard away,
And spake through his teeth, * Good brother-in-law,

Forbearance, at last, is spent;
The strife that thy soul hath lusted for,

Thou shalt have to thy soul's content I'